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F 'S I am conſcious this Poem cannot = 4 
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1 J T1 5 the an and. candid Part of 1 my EET 


At ye Angels with clleftial Fetz 


And is it not content to c on the moſh Banks, . 
and ſalute the induſtrious Peaſant, or anxious, and 


| _ fatigued Traveller, at the Cloſe of the Day, 
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yy ng 4 11 af A 
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ing deli e the, Symamis of Fo 41 
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the DiGates and Inflar ner Wake e ol, 
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Van, "ejther SLOTS 1 al 


pleale all in the Nee FP of 1 921 em 
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. : bY TE" this [mall poliſhed Performance proves FF 
An the leaft fucceſsful, in fup] F 


refling Vice; wid 
promoting Virtue, I truſt, my Hours ef Lei- 
Torn will not be thou ght unprofitably employ d. 


55 6MAGb... . 
N my weal: 11595 attempts to tune her Ls 


That I may trace a Spendthrift's fatal Round, eee 
Dill He fair Virtue 9958 has found; 3 . 
m Then ſing of Joys hot eaſily" enpren d, RA 

Such as a Father feels within his Breaſt; ; OY gh Ve” 

When he beholds his wild rebellious Song | NE 
9 22 of all the Evils he has done! 3 
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pi, PRO DIS AL. 


Your Child with Ardour ſpeedily demande, 


pleaf ures Sy to a lively Soul. 2 
Vhich you GP Sir. . never once controul, 


b * 2 1303 12 92 1 ht * ”* 1215 * 16 * 
5 * 1 
1 ; 


; Aer | ee 11 
1 Joubt my child; 1 now too h ſee 6, 8 


** * 


; TI approaching. Preludes of your Miſery? | | 2 
My Son, my So let Reaſon Kill refrain, | as. 3 


* 
* 141 
71172 8 48 * 2 


The maiſon Phantoms of your giddy Brain; 


Fu rp 


For ſhou'd you yield t& their pernicious Power, 
The Chapms of Peace will flee you ev'ry Hour. 


* 


ATRHER, my Share ef all ur fertile Land 


05= 0: Therefore whate'er you did in wad give, © 


1 pray. eu. d let me ſpeedily receive, 2 tan 
That I may taſte beneath the lucid: da, g = _ 1G 


-- 


TE 
er. . R. D I. G. A, 1. 
Your | fimple Talk imports your Want of se 


ye think III liſten to your gloomy 8 


S/W. 


2 


Web diſturd'd by your Impertitence! oe 0e Fl * 


While I may hear each Swains Heart-cheering Song? 


III ſtrait with Fancy take a pleafing Round, 
Lug ev'ry Scene where Happineſs is found ; 


Therefore give o'er your melancholy Tone, 
Or ſtrait from you III finally be gone; . 
Come let me have my Portion in my Hands, 
And I'll vith Specd retire to diſtant Lands, 


45 A T H E R. 
Ok'Ckila?*; my Child! 1 beg 1 ne OP foes” 
You join the Vaiſals of Iiquie ; 
For if you ſhould, tis probable my Son, 


When tis too . you'l mourn yourſelf andone! . 


Therefore I beg you will remain at Home, 
And not incline on F oreign Strands to roam, 


What you my Child are craving to receive, 
1 would with all parental Kindneſs give, 
If you will lay your wild Reſolves aide, 


Then whilſt n my Halrs ſhall wear a Silver Hue, | 
1 ſhall take Pleaſure i in beholding 3 you. 


4 


An. 0 y-3- F403 \s ; 289; EDT r 4 43 he 


eſt you with Sorrow bring me to the Tomb! 


d make pure Virtue your unerring Guide: e 


£4 "= 
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9 PRODI GAL 
® Your Tongue to me no Happineſs affords, | 
It always rings in melancholy Words; | DES 
No more Put-offs—my equal Portion give, py: 

For that I'm waiting only to receive 
Then I ſhall quickly leave your dreary Room, ER 
| Which now abounds with Heart-affeQing Gloom; 3 
13) my behalf no more your Soul moleſtt. 46 
Let anxious Care be baniſh'd from your Breaſt 2 eo 
I beg you'll ceaſe t expreſs concern for me, 

For I'm in View of vaſt F elicity. 


F A T H E R. 
Oh, Pep. Child, what you unwiſely crave, 
Has coſt me much fatiguing Pains to ſave: . ho 
For you I've wrought in much inclement Weather, " 
And juſtly ſav d a little Stock together; 0 
Of which ſhou'd you your aſł d- for Portion take, 
Of it, I doubt you'll no Improvement makee 
Methinks my Child I've ample Cauſe to fear, 656 
You'll dim mine Eyes by many a briny Tas... « 7; 
Unleſs my Dear, you'll give me Signs to prove 
You'll act obedient to the Source of Love: 1 
Can I be free, from ev ry anxious Thought, „ 
What mortal is with ſuch Perfection fraught? 80 
The Stars as ſoon might from their Orbits fall, 1 = 
And daſh againſt this low terraqueous Ball! | 
Or Phæbus might & ſoon forget to riſe, 17 15 — 
nnn 5 8 


R wt 


1 FY | 
As J 2 unconcern for ꝓou, q & i 
Or ceaſe to have your Happineſs in —_— 
I others vainly boaſt a ſtoic. Mind, 5 hes 
is what I ne'er. expeRt on Earth to find: Er 
| Do not the Brutes exert their utmoſt Skill, 
Tuo fave their Young from all approaching I 
bY | Toe how the. Hen expands her friendly Wings, = 
nd to her Brood * ſafe Protection brings! 31 . 
A what {ad Plaints will echo from her Tongue, | = 
© Whene'er a Thief has robb'd her of her Young! 5 
Altho' the Stoics by their Doctrine . 
Man might live free, and eaſy in his Thought; ER 
Are they themſelves from human Paſſions free? 
For ever Strangers unto Sympathy? RR 
Seno muſt err, and Epictetus tog,— — a fo : 
Without Concern I ne dr can part From you! = 80 
Howe ler my Child, here take thy equal Share, Lo 
| AndOk, he.cargfal, and of Vice beware. 5 . 4 
1 1 f Pp * 0 1 + oh XK * I. oo * 
1 know not what your troubled Soul may Fee #2nmt1ols ] 
| ButWiſh from me you wou d your Pains conceal: | 1 
I don't deſire you ſhou'd in Moufhrng ",. Ty 
Or grieve for me beneath 4 Load of Woe: —- 


Vour Speech i is itkfome and extremely weak, uv . 
*Tis full of Gloom, whene' er you deign to ove * We 1 f 
I 11 hear no more, now Tve my Portion got, TEES N 3 1 


But leave you, and each dreary County Cot: 90 
And I'll with Speed on Fancy s Pinions fly, _ 8 | 
| To various * Scenes beneath the Skyf 


DO rn. 
RE 
* 


[ 9 1 


8 „„ U 
Gay Youth! I'm vaſtly pleas'd that I can find, 
In you, brave Symptoms of a noble Mind; 


Let theſe increaſe, and ne'er incline to yield, 95 


Like timorous Warriors in a bloody Field; 

But ſtill perfiſt—be truly briſk and gay, — 
And you will paſs your fleeting Hours away, . 
Midſt Scenes of Bliſs, on each ſucceeding Day! 
You'll quickly taſte of Pleaſure's flowing Streams, 100 
If you'll reje& your Father's ſenſeleſs bo : 
Which are but mere enthuſiaſtic Dreams! - 

Come generous Youth; let's quit this darkſome Room, 

And leave your Father with his horrid Gloom! 
I'm ready Sir—let's make no longer Stay, 108 
Time's rapid Courſe admits of no Delay; 4 
But if you'll bid your aged Sire adieu, 

Ze expeditious and I'll wait for you. 


0 4 


Father, Farewel,—come dry your flooded Eyes, 
You think I'm fooliſh, but I know. I'm wiſe! 110 
And now my F riends, I bid you all adieu, 
May Springs of Comfort {till abide with you! 2 
* | 
5 IX T. HE 
Heart rending Woe Who can my Grief expreſs? 
Who can relieve me from my ſore Diſtreſs ? 


x 8 1 # 
3 — * as * : * EY - . * * * - 
5 5 : 


WL 


My Son! my Son! return I humbly pray, 


Shall not their Grief ſome happy Period find ? 


With Pity fraught, inflied Pains remove 5 


And ſhort-liv'd Inſects hovering in the Sky; 
Ve ſkill d i in Numbers, count the amazing Score ! | 


40 Eternal Years, the Numbers ill ſurmount E” 
Oh! my dear Son! let this important Truth, | 5 


10 J 


And never from the Paths of Virtue ſtray; 


For if you ſhou d your wicked Schemes purſue, 


Ruin's your Lot. and n Woe! 


3 0 D 1 G A L. 
Thoſe that by Juſtice are to Wrath conſign' d, 


Will not the Source of unexhauſted Love, © 


* A T H E R. = 
Count all the Hoſts of glittering Worlds above, 
And all on Earth, that c'er has Power to move; 
Count all the Drops that ſwell the foaming Seas, 125 
Each verdant Blade, - and every bending Spray ; 1 
Count all the Sands upon the briny Shore, 

And lx ift wing d Hours, till Time ſhall be no aloof 


Count all the Warblers of the vital Air, : : 
The liquid Vapours of the Atmoſphere; 12. | 


Count fiery Flames, and thund' ring Peals on High, 


Count all the Grain, the Earth, fince Adam bore, ” 


a. Of all the earthly Globe, the Atoms count, : 126 | 


Corrett the groving F ollics of . Youth, f 


1 
Or elſe T doubt you will repent too late, 5 | 
And curſe the Day of your unhapp) Fate! 140 
Return, return, Oh! my dear Child return, 
Or elſe my Soul will never ceaſe to mourn. 


TT A N © mM 
What ail you Sir! pray ſtop your needleſs Tears; 5 
And for your Son indulge no anxious Cares; 
The noble Youth has Happinefs in View, 143 
His generous Soul has bid his Friends adieu, 
And he's reſoly d to talk no more with _ 


| - A 23.80 . 

Oh! deep D ſtreſs! mine Eyes are too too narrow, 
To vent the Streams of my increaſing Sorrow | ” | 
Heart-rending Woe —intolerable Weight, | 1860 
My Soul doth feel. beyond Conception great! RR 
Oh! Grace Divine ! recall my Son. my Son! 

Ere he too late perceives himſelf undone ! ! 

Aſſiſt kind Heaven, in this diſtreſſing Hour, FT . 
Prevent my Child by ſome celeſtial Power ; 55 1 +2 56 
Or let the Hand that gave me Vital Breath, - © 
Suſtain me through the dreary Vale of Death; „ 
That I may ſafely make that bliſsful Shore, 5 f 

. Where Grief's extinct, and Peice will end no more! 


| Amr, 
Be eaſy, Sir! and make no more ado, . „ 
You've heard your Son will talk no more with) you ! 
7 B 2 pe 


1 


Why ſhou'd you ſtill keep on your mournful Tone, 
He'll not return — He I ſpeedily be gone! 


F A 111 | 
Let the cold Grave, my ſtiffen'd I imbs receive! — 
My troubled Soul with bleſſed Spirits live! 16k 
Then far remov'd beyond the Reach of Woe, 1 
I'll bid adieu to this dark World below ! 


WW V. 
No ſprightly Youth, your Father ſpeaks no more, 2 
T've ſtopp'd his Tongue, —come make the bliſsful shore; f bs, 
Left others ſtrive t' impede our joyous Flight, 176 | W 
T inceſſant opening Scenes of vaſt Delight ! I 


0 Df A. 
Now I'm reſolv d no Efforts ſhall controul, 
Nor yet prevent the Pleaſures of my Soul; 
For I in Search of Happineſs will rove, E 
And taſte the Sweets of all delicious Love! ”: "fs E | 
To Balls, Afſemblits, Maſquerades I'll go. 3B 
And ſhun the Sting of dire internal Woe; +, 

For while that lodges in my penſive Breaſt, . 
Ta depriv d of ſalutary Reſt! — 1 
In Life's gay Bloom of Daphne's Charms Ill taſte, 180 | 
5 Fe or who'd put on the nuptial Chains 1 in Haſte? 3 ; F 

| Indeed to One I ne'er will be conſin d!!! 


*Twill not agree with my capacious Mind; PR. g e 
| For I'll with many ſpend my youthful ew f 5 * 
. And baniſh n with Wir chearful _— . 1 


| My Joys can ne'er ariſe to greater Height! 
Sure thus I ſhall by ſweet Experience know, 
An Antidote againſt the Pangs « of Woe! - | | 
i'm vaſtly ſtruck with Pleaſure and Surprize, 1 


L 
From thoſe my Soul will find ſupreme Delight: 


At what in yonder Room ſalutes mine Eyes! 


38 Behold how thoſe their fleeting Moments paſs, 


Whilſt Joy triumphant ſits in ev'ry Face! 
Have I not vainly ſpent my precious Time? 


l | Indeed no more [ll waſte my youthful Prime. 25 3 


19 Come lovely Fancy, ſhare Delights with me, 
AàAmiadſt this jovial, bleſt Society ! : | 
| Here ſtands the Bowl !—See Nectar and the Glaſs, . 


And brilliant Beaus, with each a ſprightly Laſs ! 


F This blithſome Scene—the ſkipping round the Lavei 200 
3 My raviſh'd Soul, with wond'rous Joys inſpire! "a 
Y | Here Time neter tire! its ſwift-wing'd: Pinions move, 
4 Swift, in theſe charming Banquetings of- Love! | 
E | »idſt theſe methinks I find a real Pleaſure, © : 


= Which far exceeds the Miſer's glitt = ee 206 
For while I fip of the delicious Bowl, e 
1 feel no ſad anxiety of Soul! 5 1 1 


Here's Grief's Specific! here's extatic Joy wry 


Y { Midſt theſe I ſhall ſome future Hours ee, 
Fr | Likewiſe beneath the Shades of gloomy Night, 210 > 3 


Where Daphne's ſweet attractive Charms invite, 


Ill oft retire for Scenes of new Delight ! 


And when the Lark ſalutes the Grey- ey d Morn, 
1 1 on * Steed * the Hound and Horn! 


- Here's perfect Bliſs without the leaſt Alloy! 


Tab. lis oY 
5 Now o o'er os 1 each Buſh attentive beat, 21670 
And trace the crafty Hare s meand'ring Feet, 1 
Till up She ſtarts, and quits her peaceful Scat! 5 
Then on I gil ſpeed, through ev'ry. Wood and Field, 
Until the tim'rous Brute to eager Hounds ſhall Yield! F 
85 ide. Huntſman ride ! I ſee the foremoſt Hound, 290 | ; 
His ſpeedy Feet is ever gaining Ground; „„ 
While others, furious, haſt ning in the Rear; = 
To pour their Vengeance on the guiltleſs Hare! | 

| Methinks I hear her laſt expiring Cries, * — 5 
She's dead the Horn reſounds it in the Skies ! 226 I | 
Fil now again to Daphne's Room retire, — twop ou 
The Place my amorous Soul does much admire! 
I'm highly pleas d ſweet Damſel here to ſee, 
This noble Room {—this lofty Canopy ! | . 
And rich Embroidery on the Tapeftry! / 230 
Here ſweet Perfumes my raviſh'd Soul invite, 
| T o ſpend with you the gloomy Hours of Night A 
This is the Summit of my earthly Joy ! ! 


Oh. how I'm pleas'd with ev'ry changing Scene! 22386 
iy May nothing fatal ever intervene! BL h 
For if I thus can ſpend my healthy Hours, = 

With you at Balls, and then in ſhady Bowers, 

With ſportive Hounds unkennel'd in the Morn, 
Wich Acclamations to the ſounding Horn; 240 
And then return to Nectar in the Bowl, 
1 bleſt Specific to the Ry Soul! 2 


ul 


: Nothing ſhall here my Happineſs moleſt, | 
| While t thus I taſte pure Love: $ delicious Feaſt ! 


FT K N "CM 


1 | Obſerve, you ſhall in future Moments ſee, 
That I'll increaſe row — F ogy 


I truſt gay Youth you're always pleas'd with me, 9 


1 I'm vaſtly Hs * 9 enjoy, 


no . Extatic Bliſs without the leaſt Alloy! 
: a Im grown a Stranger unto Midnight Sleep, [250 
Wbilſt Mirth and Wine their pleaſing Rounds ſhall * 


What Mortal e'er on Earth did thus poſſeſs, 
Such Heart- -reviving Scenes of Happineſs? 


2 Hence can my Father think that III return, 


To dwell with him, to ſigh. lament, and mourn ? . 256 
J | No, No, gay Fancy I ſball theſe purſue, 


3 And I've more coming Happineſs in W ! 
= At firſt with Daphne I was highly pleas d, 
| 4 | But my Acquaintance fince is much increas'd!. 
W Excuſe me then ye Brilliant Belles of Fame, 260 


If ne'er on One I fix an ardent Flame; 


| +4 To pleaſe my Taſte, t' indulge a roving Mind, 


For truly tis increaſing Bliſs I find, E 5 


int And live from N s Yoke you en 1 


1 N C * N 
Vour Judgment's richt - true Happineſs you'll prove, Gs 
Wikia thus you walk the Pleaſing Rounds of Love! 


16 J 
Purſue your Schemes, and I ſhall ſtill preſide, 
Oer all your Paths, and ev'ry Action guide! 
: FEFODTSC AL 
With Heart-felt Joy I've walk'd this pleaſing Round, 
In which freſh Scenes of Happineſs I've found; 270 
More luſcious Pleaſures yet I'd gladly taſte, 8 
But ſomething fatal, happens now at laſt ! 
Methinks a Famine's ſpreading o'er the Land, 
Its dreadful Pow'r no Mortal can withſtand ! 2 
E'en Men and Beaſts with meager Looks appear, 275 
Which ſhews the Famine dreadfully ſevere! [ 


I doubt 'twill cruſh my ev'ry pleafing Scheme; | 
Make all my Joys a viſionary Dream! 


= A NL. 


My generous Friend, 'twas Happineſs to me, 

To ſee you act with brave Stability; 280 
Be not caſt down, you'll ſee the Famine ceaſe, | 
Your Clouds diſpell'd, and Happineſs increaſe ! 

Fear not, you'll tread your joyful Rounds again, 

With glitt ring Belles, and Jovial Sons of Men! 


P R O D 1 
Too late, I doubt, my dire Miſtake appears, 28 
Mine Eyes are drown'd in penitential Tear: 
For nought but Huſks which Swine refuſe to eat, 
Can I ſele& to be my dainty Meat f 
Diſtreſs abounds, where'er I turn mine Eyes, 
Fond Parents mourn—the harmleſs Infant cries! 290 


17 J 
And now behold! my Blood is tainted o'er, 290 
See horrid Ulcers ! ſee my naufeous Gore! ET f 
The dire Effects of all, forbidden Love, 
Which I too late by ſad Experience prove 
Thus through Exceſs of Women, and of Wine, 
Pure Health, and Peace, are now no longer mine! 295 
By theſe I'm cloy d For oh! too long I've Om. i 
A monſtrous Vaſſal to the Baits of Sin! 

And I can ſay in all tht enchanting Round, Ws Fo 
No ſolid Peace; or Happineſs I Wand! 8 
I've ſpent my All! I've not a F arthing left! 3h | "300 
Beſides I'm now of every Friend bereft 1 3 
What can I do in this forlorn Eſtate? 

How ſhall I bear the intolerable Weight! 7 a 
For Grief like knawing Vultures 1 in my Breaſt, $27 
Preys on hn Ow and diſturbs —_ na EY 


| F. LA: N c a 
Oh how I'm griev'd that you of late are ſeen, HG 406 
To wear a dreadful; *melancholy Mein! rt! Net 
Sure I am able to remove the Grief,” 0 11 1 


. 5 
Whate' er's the Cauſe, and give your 'Sbul Relief: 4 
Come let's anon't6 ſome Aſſembiy go, ''' 405 


wv 


And there with Daphne you will baniſh Woef" | 
Doubt not gay Youth, but there you'll furely' find,” =: g 
A ſov'reign nin wounded Mind! * "et 


ls * N 


1 


18 J 
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To Balls no more, nor Maſquerades I'll go, ; 
I hate the Names—they've introduc'd my Woel g15 4 
For when from theſe my Soul expected Eaſe, 5 
I found it all but viſionary Peace! 
Through you Oh! flatt'ring Fancy I'm deceiv'd, 
I wiſh'T'd ne'er your treach'rous Lips believ'd ! = 20 
No more I'll liſten to thy ſyren Song; | 320 
I'm brought to Shame by thy fallacious Tongue ! 
Curs'd be the Day when thy deluſive Face, 
Sedyc'd my Soul to Mis'ry and Diſgrace ! 
I wiſh the Paps had never ſuckl'd me, BE 
Or I been dandled on my Mother' s Knee! 325 
Oh! had 1 dy'd. the Moment of my Birth, 7 
I might have reign'd with Heroes of the Earth ! 
With joyous Souls in bliſsful Realms above, 
Where nought reſounds but Harmony and Love! "Mm 
But to reflect upon my countleſs Faults, 330 oF 
My Soul is fill'd with dire tormenting Thought? 
And though I'm labouring under great Diſtreſs ! 
Cut off from ev'ry Stream of Happineſs ; | 
Where'er in my Extremity I go, | n 
No Mortal does the leaſt Compaſſion ſhow! 335 
What Swines refuſe I now could gladly eat, 5 
Though once I ſcorn' d my Father's dainty Meat! 
Oh, what can ſuch a wretched Mortal do? 
If I ſtay here I ſhall be famiſh id tod! 


lf I return, and with Contrition o n, 340 
= That I have been a moſt rebellious Son; 


1s | 


Perhaps my Father will no Mercy ſhow, | 

Nor liſten to the Accents of my Woe! | - 

Howe'er in my Neceſſity I'll try, » 
345 5 


can but at my Father's Threſhold die; 


I'll venture there, and in Proſtration lie! 
For at his Table there's a plenteous Store, 


20 | 


And he delights to feed the humble Poor, 
That pining ſtand with Hunger at his Door! 
And who can tell, though I've a Rebel been, 250 
ne may in Love forgive my ev'ry Sin! Eo 
for I believe his genuine Nature's ſuch, 

Hell not infli& a Puniſhment too much! 

WT This does afford ſome glimmering Rays of Hope, 
Jon, help kind Heaven, and bear my Spirits up! 


1 FW 
1 f Could I but ſee my abſent Child return, 
My troubled Soul henceforth wou'd ceaſe to mourn : 
But Oh! methinks of this I now deſpair, 6: * 

Aſſiſt kind Heaven, my grievous Load to bear! 
Or I with Grief muſt ſpend my aged Years, 260 
And bathe my wrinkl'd Cheeks with briny Tears! 

J think this Eve, I'll viſit yonder Grove, | 

And hear the plaintive Cooings of the Dove; 
And warbling Philomel's melodious Lays, 


In Hopes that theſe my drooping Soul will raiſe ! 365 
| C 2 


35 


L 26 
Methinks the Vales with chearful Echoes ring, 
While feather'd Choriſters combine to ſing, 
Th' approaching Beauties of a fertile Spring! 
Jo me it ſeems, thoſe bleſt Aſſociates are, 
For ever Strangers to perplexing Care: 
"Theix artleſs Strains delightfully expreſs, 
The ſweet Experience of their Happineſs ! 
Theſe are delightſome to th' unclouded Mind, 
But Oh! from theſe no Comfort can I find! = 
In vain from Creatures have I ſought Relief: 
*Tis Heaven alone can mitigate my Grief! 
Thither I'll go, and bow with filial Fear, 
And beg of God a condeſcending Ear ! 
Aſſiſt kind Heaven, Oh! give my Spirit Eaſe; 
Forgive my Sins, and let me die in Peace! 
That I may ſoon by ſweet Experience know, 
A final End to all my preſent Woe! 
Oh! what I'd give, could I with Pleaſure ſee, 
My- Child once more return'd with Joy to me! 
© Although, perhaps his ev'ry Mite is ſpent, 
Ile ſhall have Mercy, if he will repent ; 
| Becauſe I find my Boſom ſtill is burning, 
a To ſhew him Favour at his true returning! 
Therefore I beg of moſt propitious Heav' n, 
That this important Bleſſing may be given; 
That I'again beneath the radiant Skies, 
May ſee the darling Object of mine Eyes! 
Ere I Hall drop into the filent Grave, 
Where Monarchs moulder like the meaneſt Slave ! 
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Lo! who's that Man in yonder Meadow ſtands, 395 
With tatter'd Cloaths? his meager Look demands 
Some kind Aſſiſtance from my. feeble Hands; 

Perhaps my Son's like him in Foreign Lands! 

I'm much ſurpriz d that I am now poſſeſs d, 

With ſtrange Emotions in my anxious Breaſt, 400 
Ne'er felt before that wretched Object came, 

With piteous Looks, — I wiſh 1 knew his Name, 

For I'm inclin'd to aſſiſt him in Diſtreſs, 

| Compaſſion moves, and I can do no leſs; 

I'll give him freely what J can beſtow, | 405 
| T' aſſuage his Hunger, and abate his Woe! | Z 
Draw nearer Friend, and open all your Grief, 


Tell me the Truth, and you ſhall find Relief ! 
FP 1. G A bo 


ir, I'm your Child! return'd in fore Diſgrace! 


9 Alas! I bluſhto ſee my Father's Face! 410 
8 Tis Mercy Sir, from you I humbly crave, | HY 
I merit not to be your meaneſt Slave! 

'Tis Juſtice Sir, if you no Mercy ſhow, - 
But rather load me with increaſing Woe! _ 
When I refle& on what I've vilely done, | 415 
Within theſe fleeting Years fince I've been gone; 88 
HTis Grief, Remorſe, impoſſible to tell? 

Which makes me feel an Antipaſt of Hell! | 

| This is the Truth ,—beſides I've ſpent my All! 
2D beg the Crumbs that from your Table fall! bh 420 
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BN, ATHKTq 
My Son ! my Son! what—is my Child return'd, 
For whom my Soul repeated Years has mourn'd! 
Draw nearer yet that I may view thy Face, 

Ohl tis my Son! come take one kind Embrace, 
And ſhare the Bounties of thy F ather's Grace! 425 


on E A L. 
Conſcious of Guilt, Oh, Father 1 confeſs, e 
I've loft all Title unto Happineſs! 
For I've tranſgreſs'd the ſacred Laws of Heav'n, 
For which I ne'er deſerve to be forgivin! _ 
Indeed I grieve for what I've vilely done, 
Forgive! Forgive! the Condu@ of your Son ! 


F A T H E R. 
My Child! my Child! come joyfully receive, 


The Comforts which I cordially ſhall give; 

And bleſs the Day that you return'd to live ! * 
For 1 ſhall freely your Petitions grant, 

Vea every Thing from me that you can want! 


P R O D 1G A 14. 
If you 1 forgive, will God forgive eto, 
My countleſs Sins * kind Heav' n and you 7 


*Repent, reform, and then you'll be forgivn, 
Through the atoning Advocate in Heaven! 


— 


Iu]: 
P DDI 
This joyous News is Muſic to my Ear, 
But Oh, methinks I've ample Cauſe to fear ! 
| Becauſe my Sins are of a crimſon Dye, 


And more in Number than the Stars on High ! 


FA T HE 
What if your Crimes in Number ſhould ſurpaſs, 


The pearly Drops upon the verdant Graſs ; | 
Or glitt'ring Orbs that roll along the Sky, 
Or Sands that in the briny Ocean lie; 
ge not diſmay'd—your gloomy Fears ſuppreſs, 
And truſt in God's unmeaſurable Grace! 
ror jeſu's Blood for contrite Souls was ſpilt, 
And made a full Atonement for their Guilt! 
3 PRO DI 6 Aud 
= - — Love, if I am e'er forgiv'n, 
I And made the loweſt Favourite of Heav'n! ' 
2 If ſo, tis Grace Divine on me beſtows, 
A precious, ſov'reign Balm for all my 825 | 
| W Merits I've none that I can juſtly plead, . 
WNone—but of Him that ſuffer'd in my Stead! 
ay Tis well, they are ſufficient to atone, | 
| For all the horrid Actions I have done! 
or elſe to endleſs Woes 1 muſt be driven, 


Oh! let the News of this amazing Love, 
Reſound amidſt the Hierarchies above! 

By kind Permiſſion I'll that Grace receive, 
That ſaid, 9 Return, Oh Prodigal and live 3 


+: 
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465 


And baniſh'd the reſplendent Court of Heav'n! | 


465 
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Come freely take of what I ſhall beſtow, 
On you, to alleviate, or remove your Woe! 
For now my Joy's beyond Conception great! 
I welcome you unto my Manſion Seat! 470 
And no good Thing my Soul can you deny, _ 
That I poſſeſs beneath the vaulted Sky! 5 Fi 


ES O0DTEAL 


Loſt in Surprize I know not what way: = 7 N 
My Breaſt is fill d with ſuch extatic Joy! A 5 a 
Now does my Soul ' in grateful. Raptures riſe, ES; 475 1 ; 
And feign I'd pay a Tribute to the Skies! . 


Wou'd Seraphims with their harmonious, re, 
My raviſh'd Heart with ſacred Hymns inſpire; 

My Tongue ſhow'd then in never ending Lays, 9 
My injur'd Father, and my Maker ptaiſe; me” 4180 1 | 


Aſcribing Glory to th' eternal Three, ee e 

For Grace ſtupendous, lately ſhewn to me! = 
Oh! let my good celeſtial Guardian fly, 3 
And bear the pleaſing Tidings to the Sky! ß i 


And tell my Joys of Extaſy and Love, 43585 
Amidſt the a n above! . e 


TRE . -T H & x R. | 
My Son! my. "Doſh I'm highly, pleas'd to find, - 
In you an humble Thankfulneſs of Mind ! 3 
Come take the Robe with Gold embroider d 0 er, 61. 
And let your pearly Tears be ſeen no more! 490 


4 


2 8 r 
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stretch forth "ER Hand, the radiant Diamond wear, | 
And from thy Breaſt extirpate ev'ry Fear; 
Likewiſe ye Servants put upon his Feet, 
What Reaſon tells is for a Journey meet ; 


And let's with Speed the fatted Calf Fw | 495 
And feaſt with Gladneſs, and with ſacred Joy! - 

Fetch in the Harp, with ev'ry ſounding String, 

And all the Band of beſt Muſicians bring, EE 
| And let my Houſe, with joyous Anthems ring! 


For that I've ſeen at Length th' auſpicious Day, 500 
When all my dreary Clouds are chac'd away 
Let my glad Soul with ſacred Rapture ſing, 
W The Praiſes due to Nature's ſov'reign King 1 
Let annual Mirth, and blithſome Joy appear, 
9 In ev'ry Face through each revolving Year! 5086 
A | [But whilft the Band of choice Muſicians ſung, 
'Y And ev'ry Room with ſacred Anthems rung, 
| JN The Elder Son, then from the Fields retir d, 

Loft Muſic heard—the joyful Cauſe enquir d; 

rhe obſequious Servants, fond the Truth t 'explain, 510 
| 1 Reply'd— *©.Your Brother Sir's return'd again! 
1 He heard, and ſtrait grim Anger's ſullen Mein, 8 
was in his Eyes, and ev'ry F eature ſeen; 
I So that his Father's kind inviting Tongue, | | 
Could not engage this Son to ſhare the Song ; \ 108: 
Nor enter in beneath his ſhady Roof, L | 


His high Reſentment made him ſtand aloof ; 
D 


* 


Vet, Lol he ſoon from ſullen Silence broke, 


Father! behold, with an | mhawearied Hand, 1 520 


Tf e'er I once your righteous Laws tranſgreſs d! 


And thus in angry 1 Accents ſpoke.] 
ELDER BROTHER. 


I have obey'd your ev ry juſt Command! . | 
Tell me the Time! Oh, let me ne'er be bleſs'd, 


Vet when for me did Muſic's melting Sound, 
And ſparkling Bowls, and j joyous Healths g round ! 595 
But ſoon as e er your Spendthrift Son return d, 

(For whom it ſeems ſome fleeting Years you ve mourn F 
| You kill d the Calf, and danc'd with ſprightly Joy, 
To ſee : again a moſt rebellious Boy ! 5 © 
Can this, d' ye think, ſit eaſy on my Mind, a a 530 
And there a free and ſweet Reception find? | 
1 can't be pleas'd ! for I'm by Nature taught, 
My Anger's juſt, —and I'm no Ways i in F. ault ! 
I'll now repeat the Queſtion o'er again, „ 
And ſhew your Conduct to the Sons of Men ! 68356 
When did you Sir! at any Seaſon give, © =_ 
(Since gracious Heav'n permitted me to 25 
Alittle Kid, and ſome few Hours to ſpend, 
From ſervile Toil, t' enjoy a cordial Friend; 1 
But ſtrait for him, that vilely ſpent his All, „ al 1 | 
At his Return, you did for Muſic call! 5 
Nay, more than this, you made a ſumptuous Feaſt, 
To entertain a Harlot- -hunting Gut? 
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| Greatly too partial, | you Ras always eek: ; 


And ſtill you are, tis evidently ſeen! 545 
Tis baſe indeed to treat me as you've done, 


And ſhew ſuch Friendſhip to your wicked Son! 
What, —ſhall that Rebel now co equal 6 


In all the Bleſſings that belong to me? 
This Thought increaſes Fury in my Breaſt, 550 


| Indeed I feel it, ne'er to be expreſs' d! ! 


rn 


| Liſten my Child with an attentive Ear, 
| Suppreſs your Paſſion, and with Patience hear: 
My eldeſt Son be not diſpleas d with me, 


Nor with your Brother's new Felicity! _ ::- 668 
Tell me the Soul that never went aſtray, 


WE Within a tott'ring Tenement of Clay? 


| 1 Where was the Man that ever went to Heav'n, 


7 Zut what had Cauſe to beg to be forgiv'n ? 


2 In this rejoice, my dear beloved Son, | 560 
our Brother ſees the Evils he has done! 


5 


ae does repent, and for his Follies mourn, 
Indeed I'm glad to ſee him thus return! 


; 5 love you both, and ſhall delight to find, 


ou entertain a ſweet pacific Mind: _ E 365 


8 MT is meet we ſhou'd have Friendſhip for each other, I 
ö * 


And Oh, my Son, rejoice to ſee thy Brother! 1 


Indeed I've ſuch Exultings in my Breaſt, 


That I with long-ſought Happineſs am bleſt, 


| can't embrace the midnight Hours of Reſt! 570 
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Feign wou'd my Tongue of inward Rows ſpeak, 


| They lift my Soul to the propitious Skies! 


* Sing Half my Joys in his extatic Song? 


+ The Joys which each repenting Soul may prove! ” 


When Heav'n invites him to return and live ? 
F orgive him too, if you would be forgiv'n, 


Fe lpſt all Title unto Happineſs; 595 


L 88 3 


But ſtill I find my Faculty too weak 
For in my Breaſt ſuch powerful Tranſports riſe, 


What Seraph can, with his celeſtial Tongue, 575 


Oh may the Love, that freely does beſtow, 

Unnumber'd Gifts to Creatures here below, 
Stir up in me, for what is lately given, | 
A conſtant, cordial Gratitude to Heaven ! 580 


ELDER BROTHER, 
Father! can you forgive your wicked Son, 
That has ſo many horrid Actions done? 
Sure he deſerves to be for ever driv'n, 
Off fram your Houſe, and never more forgiy'n ! 
Think you the offended awful Pow'rs above, 6583 
W ill ſhew to Sinners ſuch amazing Love? 9 


ET 4A T H EF BR. 
Hearken, my ( Child! th' unchanging SouRce of Love, 
Speaks thus—* Return and ſhare the Joys above ; 


And ſhall not I your Brother's Faults forgive, | 599 


For Love's the brighteſt Orgament of Heav'n! 
You've heard my Son, your Brother did confeſs, 


2 


Vea freely owns no Merits he can plead, 


[29] 


But only His, that ſuffer'd in his Stead ! 

Upon this Rock his humble Soul relies, 

For future Bliſs beyond the expanded Skies! 
Oh! how 'twou'd pleaſe my raviſh'd Soul to ſee, 


You, likewiſe cloath'd with ſuch Humility! 6ag - 


My Tongue's too weak t' expreſs my inward Joy, 


10 ſee, return d (though late) the Spendthrift Boy! 


Ye Seraphims that ſtill obſequious wait, 
Before the Throne, the joyous News relate! 


Let Sun and Moon, thoſe lucid Orbs on High, 610 
And all the Stars that decorate the Sky; 
Vea, all that breathe the vital ambient Air, 
Above, or elſe beneath the Atmoſphere, ; 


WE With ev'ry Harp, and ev'ry ſounding String, 


0 


Proclaim Hoſannas to th' eternal King! = 


9 Ve Heav'nly Hoſt, with your celeſtial Fire, 
My joyous Heart with lofty Strains inſpire! 


Come all ye feather'd Warblers of the Air, 
Ye total Strangers to corroding Care; 


Come all ye Bards of ev'ry joyful Train, 620 
| Come—and with me in facred Chorus Join ! 
Let lofty Hills and humble Valleys ring, 
With pleaſing Echoes, whilſt we gladly ſing; 
My Child! my Child was loſt ! but now is found, 
Let Muſic through unbounded Nature ſound! 623 


— 


L go J 
From hence let all apoſtate Sinners learn, 
Th' eternal God is pleas'd with their Return; 
And Jeſus too, with moſt unfeigned Love, 

4 Invites them to the bliſsful Realms above! 
The Holy Ghoſt awaits to make them clean, 
From all the dire defiling Pow'rs of Sin! . | 


Amazing Love! its Beams with Beauty ſhine, 


\ Beyond Conception! noble and divine! 
Abſorb'd in Joy, I'll bid my filent Pen, 

With Speed reſume its darkſome Cell again; 
Whilſt I ſhall make each Heart-reviving Scene, 
A midnight Song, and daily pleaſing Theme! 
AME N be echo'd to each lucid Pole, ; 
While Planets round the Solar Syſtem roll! 
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A CURSORY VISION, 
me awf ul Preludes to Judgment. 


And then ſhall they ſee the Son of Man coming in the Clouds with great : 
Power and Glory. £ Mat. xiii. 26. 

EHOLD juſt breaking thro' the Skies, 
What awful Things ſalute mine Eyes! 

With Wonder ſtruck my Soul ſurveys, 

The Splendor of the mighty Blaze, 

The grand Solemnity * 

Ohl tell me what thoſe Scenes on High 

Import to each obſerving Ey e! 

Methinks reply'd a Heavenly Band, 

«© The Judgment Day is juſt at Hand!” 2 

[Swift fled th' Alarm through Earth and Air, 

Kindling immortal Joy and Fear! 

For lo! theſe ſtriking Preludes prove, | 

'Tis JESUS coming from above, _ 2 

The JUDGE, with Mals rv, and Love! 8 

The ſtarry Arch now rolls away, 1 
T' admit Him through the Realms of Day! 

Attending Hoſts in Glory ſhine, 

And ſpeak his Honours all divine! 

heſe with extatic Joy proclaim, 

he. Wonders of th' atoning, Laus!  .. 

The Sun aſtonifh'd, hides his Face,  ' © © 

The Moon and Stars with Wonder gaze, Re 
\t Jeſu's far ſuperior Rays! 1 428 

ierce Light'nings flaſh, and Thunders roar, | r 
hich ſhake the Earth, and briny Sorek 

The Trumpet ſounds at Heaven's Command, 0 135 

And pierceth through the Sea and N „„ 

The Dead in each, now hear its Voice,” A > es RE 
The Sinners tremble—Saints rejoice! __ 1 BE 

or now behold! the Hour is come, 1 „ 
hen all the Tenants of the Tomb, „ 

me riſe, and hear their everlaſting Doo! 
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That earthly. Things decay,  _ 
\ {| But learn to wing th etherial Sky, Seventy 
- ot everlaſting Day! r 


Where not a ainful Tea eat,” 2 
Or aching leart can be, 5 | 
But where the Mind's releas'd 80 0 

5 Through all Eterni 
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| Where I may fer prey | 99} nt 
a In unextinguiſn d A 


Hence to celeſtial ings, lie on, — 


Till I ſhall mount on Seraph Wings, 


- Whence Sorrows ever er fly, e 
And be unmeaſurahly bleſt, | "ERR 
Without a weeping Eye! V Fr 21» wt) 

Eo £9 33-67 

Then farewel earthly Themes, - 0 


Fraught with delufive Charms, þ OY | 
: 11 bid adieu to 950 Dreams, 3 
8 And dell 
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unchanging Sweets -of heavenly Love IP 
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